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there was the ease of the thorough-bred lady and the skill of
the finished actress. With true feminine impetuosity she runs
back to teE Rodrigo—oh, nothing—only that " she loves him!"
The feline grace, the playful coquetry with which she obtains
the key—the key, on which depend several lives—from the
modesta, was as much admired by some as it was criticised by
others, in whose memories the perfect acting of Mademoiselle
Mars was still fresh, and who thought, not without reason,
there were words that never would be spoken again as they
had been by her lips; for instance, the whispered cry of
"pauvrefemme /" One of the great scenes, if one can be singled
out where all are fine, is that of the struggle between the two
representatives of two great classes of modern society, when
the virtuous woman and the courtesan are brought together,
and the latter, having at last the mastery, tears her victim
with the pitiless fangs of a hyena. Here, irony and insult on
one side, terror on the other, are carried to their extremest
limits. The oppressed one is free: the worm has turned, the
disinherited rides on the neck of the oppressor. All the long-
endured shame, the contumely and scorn heaped upon those
pariahs of humanity, the implacable ferocity long dormant in
those trampled hearts, vibrated in the voice of the actress.
The condemned strikes the executioner, the criminal sentences
the judge!
None but Hugo, that great star hurled from his high estate
by blind vanity and senseless ambition, could have given so
splendid, so terrific, so sublime a picture of the courtesan
trampling to earth the really innocent wife who has robbed
her of her lover. She turns the knife in the wound. And
when the crucifix catches her eyes, when she forces the long-
sought truth from the trembling victim, how completely dis-
armed, and powerless stands the tigress, so cruelly triumphant
but a moment since. The resignation with which the untu-
tored child of love sacrifices her passion and her life to her
lover's happiness, to gratitude, is truly sublime.
Mademoiselle Hachel was charged with overdoing her part;
of reminding the spectator of Orestes pursued by the Furies;
of seeking to irritate Rodolfo with a violence which, if he knew
any thing of the heart of woman, should have brought him to

